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Description 


Shortly following the end of the war against the Church of Seiros, an air of peace has 
finally come to Fédlan, though there is still much work to be done. Amidst her many 
duties as the Emperor, Edelgard notices Byleth is no longer acting like herself. Byleth, 
meanwhile, realizes that with her newly regained heart awakens a beast unlike any she's 
faced before: humanity in itself. 


1. From Silence, Life Wakes Anew 


Far beyond the cold gaze of the heavens watching over Fdédlan, the 
wild saffron fury of an untamed inferno scorched the earthly bastion 
of humanity below. 


Fhirdiad was ablaze. The once mighty Kingdom capital was now 
but a battlefield alight with the fires of torment and the smoldering 
graves of countless lives. Black smoke and glowing embers billowed 
from the flames in choking plumes that sought to smother the inky 
night sky and city alike. 


It was here among the blaze where Byleth and Edelgard stood, 
facing The Immaculate One. 


The white monster was weakened, but still a formidable threat. She 
fought and thrashed more than just any mere cornered beast. From 
her bellowing maw poured forth curses of damnation to humanity 
intermixed with flames surely brought up from the depths of hell 
itself. Here in the midst of the city she had made a funeral pyre of in 
her madness, Rhea, a demigod turned genocidal demon, made her 
final stand. 


Ashes scattered and fell like a silver snowfall as Rhea’s wings beat 
desperately in an attempt to fly. However she was too heavily 
wounded, and one last roar of rage ripped from her throat. 


“Give it back!” 


Edelgard’s words to the demon were left unheard through the swirl 
of cinders. At last, The Immaculate One was debilitated enough for the 
two heroes to sense an opening. With knowing glances and affirming 
nods, the two leapt past Rhea’s last desperate plume of hellfire. As the 
finishing blow to Rhea’s head connected, the rest of the world 
suddenly grew weary. 


For all at once there was nothing, and there was everything. Time 
was slow, but it was fast and fleeting. As the world spun, azure 
moonlight danced with the scarlet blaze. The groans and creaks of a 
collapsing church rang in the night in harmony with The Immaculate 
One’s final guttural cry. Much like the buildings of Fhirdiad and the 
now fallen Rhea, Byleth herself sank to the ground with a dull, lifeless 
thud. 


Just as quickly as the inferno began, it had vanished; replaced by 


an eerie green, dimly lit space within Byleth’s mind. She had known of 
this place from her many strange dreams before. The air was cold and 
stale as Byleth took in a steady breath. 


A sudden, sharp pain in her chest took that breath away. The 
ground around her trembled and she hunched forward, attempting to 
breathe but failing. Her hair fell over her shoulders, and she stared 
wide-eyed at the cyan locks. This wasn’t the color of her hair for 
years, why was it like this now? 


The ground heaved once again as another stabbing pain took hold 
of Byleth’s chest. She attempted to regain her balance but failed, 
stumbling forward and falling to her knees, catching herself with her 
hands. The ground’s tremors and the agonizing pain in her core were 
now synced in a steady rhythm. With no air left, Byleth could do 
nothing but claw at the floor as the world spun around her. 


Amidst the tremors Byleth thought she could hear small, light 
footsteps approaching her. Vision coming in and out of focus, she 
lifted her head and tried to find who was there. The faintest swish of 
vaguely familiar green hair brushed past her blurred vision and the 
footsteps ceased, leaving the now rhythmic tremors in the ground to 
be the only sound heard. 


The hands of time that once revealed themselves to you... A faint 
whisper; a familiar voice, it called to her....will now bare their fangs. 
What will you do, I can only wonder. 


Byleth, unsure of what this meant, reached a hand towards the 
whispers calling to her. She hoped that the Crest of Flames would 
alight the darkness; she hoped it would let her breathe again, but it 
did not come. The faintest verdant whispers in her vision faded like 
the wind; leaving her alone in the dark, the cold, the numbness, the 
smoldering heat, the blinding light, and the fire she didn’t realize had 
been present had finally been snuffed out. 


Byleth’s eyes snapped open and she took in a sharp breath, the 
burning in her core immediately cooling as air finally entered her 
lungs. She let loose a few coughs amidst her desperate breaths, lifting 
her head as she collected herself. She was met with the familiar 
surroundings of her quarters, dimly lit by a nearby candle. Blinking 
away the grogginess in her eyes as her breathing steadied, she wiped 
away her hair that had stuck to her forehead from the sweat that 
collected on her brow. Had she fallen asleep again? 


Straightening her oddly slumped posture, Byleth glanced down at 


the papers haphazardly strewn about her desk. There were various 
diagrams and charts, alongside numerous books detailing the Church 
of Seiros. Byleth glanced over her clutter and let out a soft sigh, 
getting up from her chair and walking towards one of the windows set 
in the wall to her left. She squinted and rubbed her eyes as they 
adjusted to the light of day. Judging by the sky, it was well past the 
morning. Had she really slept in that long? Dark, gloomy clouds hung 
thick in the horizon, telling of rain in the near future. 


An unfamiliar pulsing became all too prevalent in Byleth’s chest, 
making her grip against the wall tighten. She stood still, staring 
blankly out the window as the sensation of her heart beating 
hammered at her chest. Despite having this heartbeat for a few weeks 
now, it was something she was struggling to adjust to. The strange 
burning tightness she felt in her chest had become an ubiquitous 
sensation. It was akin to a smoldering flame, twisting and roaring and 
pulsing. 


Ever since the defeat of The Immaculate One, Byleth felt as though 
she had lost a part of herself. She didn’t know what exactly, but it had 
left a gaping hole in her conscious; one filled by the unfamiliar, the 
unknown. It was an alien presence, snaking its way into her core like 
an untamed blaze, threatening to swallow her whole. If she didn’t 
know better, she would have believed some kind of corruption had 
entered her body and begun consuming her from the inside out. 


It couldn’t be that. Corruption was... instant. A reaction to a 
crestless individual making contact with a Hero’s Relic. However, it 
didn’t take long for her to realize she was no longer able to wield her 
crest or her sword like before. Somehow, when The Immaculate One 
was killed, Byleth’s connection to her power, to herself, had been 
severed. The fact her hair and eyes were back to their normal color 
was evidence enough. But why, she wondered. 


With questions about what happened to her spinning around in her 
head, Byleth found it suddenly hard to breathe as her heart began to 
pound even harder than it had before. The hammering in her chest 
was nauseating, making her stomach flip and turn. She swallowed 
down the bile threatening to rise to her throat with an uneasy breath, 
grateful she hadn’t eaten today. She leaned against the wall and closed 
her eyes, forcing in a deep breath to calm herself. 


Breathe. In. Out. In. Out. 


After a few moments of this, the heart eventually slowed down 
enough to a pace that it was at least a bit easier to tune out. Opening 
her eyes back up, Byleth stared towards the ceiling and ran her fingers 


through her messy hair again. Her skin crawled as a cold sensation 
wracked at her core, making her shiver. Was she falling ill again? 
After the battle in Fhirdiad she had been ill for some time, only just 
recently recovering and attempting to return to a form of normalcy... 
but that normalcy never came. 


She knew that she couldn’t keep this up forever. This new heartbeat 
and the tidal wave of emotions that crashed in its wake pulled her 
every which direction all at once. She couldn’t eat, she couldn’t 
sleep... it was all so overwhelming even water was a struggle to keep 
down. It felt as though she had lost control of herself, and that 
thought alone was maddening. Having order, having control, was her 
normal. Yet here she was, a husk of her former self that was draining 
so fast it made her head spin. Her whole life she had been able to take 
life’s challenges in stride and fight with a core as cold and as 
impenetrable as an iceberg. She hadn’t gained the title of “The Ashen 
Demon” for nothing after all, as much as she didn’t like others using 
it. But now it felt as though the smallest of breezes knocked her down, 
leaving her mind just as scattered and fragile as autumn leaves of the 
Wyvern Moon. 


She had done her best to behave as she always had; remaining calm 
and collected when assisting in leading relief efforts to the towns 
ravaged by the war, and working with her colleagues, among other 
things. However, there were these... feelings. Byleth didn’t know how 
else to describe them. The unending beating in her chest, the ice and 
flames alike freezing and burning her from within. The feelings left 
her lost; alone, small... even afraid. 


Inevitably her demeanor had cracked under the pressure. She found 
herself unable to do anything the way she used to. The heartbeat and 
those feelings flooded her old logical ways of thinking and behaving. 
It felt as though someone else entirely, some anomaly, was in charge 
of her skin and bone, leaving her to watch helplessly as she declined. 
Byleth had wanted nothing more than to go back, erase this anomaly 
and yet she could not. Whenever she attempted to reach towards the 
threads of time they would slip through her fingers like a fine sand, 
refusing to bend at her command. She was no longer able to fix things, 
and she was stuck. 


Having the power to turn the hands of time had saved herself and 
her students on more occasions than she could even begin to count. To 
no longer have that control... it was nothing short of terrifying. If 
anything were to happen to her, to Edelgard, to anyone... she’d be 
unable to do anything. 


What would everyone think, seeing her like this? What would 
Edelgard think? She was no longer herself, for she was someone 
entirely new. Someone who was lesser, who was inferior. Who was 
she without what made her her, after all? The thought alone filled her 
gut with heavy stone as she stared into her faint reflection in the 
window. Who am I? 


Byleth could almost hear her long lost friend’s voice reverberating 
in her head, scolding her for thinking and acting this way. You must 
get your head out of the ground! Your prowess and assistance are needed! 
You can’t sit and mope forever, you fool! 


Narrowing her eyes and glaring at her reflection, Byleth turned 
away from the window. You’re not here anymore. 


Once freed from her reflection, Byleth’s hardened gaze loosened up 
and she sighed. Despite everything they’d fought for, despite all the 
time that had passed without it, deep in her mind she missed the 
nagging ring of Sothis’s chiding in her head. It had kept her mind 
straight, and dwelling upon that absence now made her feel so, so 
alone. 


It was all linked back to Rhea, The Immaculate One. Byleth had lost 
that part of herself the moment the former archbishop was killed. 
There had to be a connection somewhere, anywhere. 


Give it back! The bone-chilling final words of Rhea echoed once 
again in her head, making her heart settle in her stomach like a heavy 
iron weight. The sensation was nauseating. 


Cursing under her breath and swallowing back the nausea, Byleth 
turned and went back to her desk, sitting down and sifting through 
the conglomeration of papers once again. She choked down a bit of 
water, fighting against her now churning gut. Blinking away the 
exhaustion and the dull throbbing in her head, she opened a book to 
read through it for perhaps the hundredth time that week. She had to 
find out what could be done... if anything at all. She felt the answers 
she sought were within her grasp, but she didn’t know how to reach 
them. She would not rest until she figured it out. 


The fresh spring rains of Harpstring Moon brought with them 
tidings of a rough summer; a harbinger of high humidity and floods. 
Despite the omens, this didn’t bother Edelgard at present — she found 
the pattering against her window soothing. 


She had practiced her signature as long as she could remember and 
with her quill gracefully gliding across the parchment, she signed yet 


another document. This one in particular was interesting; a peace 
treaty between Sreng and the new Adrestian lands. There were several 
treaties like this one in progress, with peace being one of the first 
things the Emperor wanted to establish. Fodlan remained freshly torn 
by the war, and Edelgard was determined to patch those wounds the 
best she could. 


Edelgard found herself looking back at the aftermath of the final 
battle in Fhirdiad, the city most brutally savaged by the war. Rhea, 
The Immaculate One, had ordered the city to be set ablaze in a last 
desperate attempt to defeat her and the Black Eagle Strike Force. 
While there were countless casualties, Byleth, her Eagles and herself 
got out of it alive. However, that didn’t mean they escaped in one 
piece. 


Byleth had collapsed at the end of the battle, seeming to suddenly 
die as her heart ceased beating. Edelgard remembered the despair and 
the anguish she had felt at that moment; fearing her closest, dearest 
friend had died for her cause. Yet, by what she could only describe as 
a miracle, some twist of ironic fate had set Byleth’s heart to beating 
again. She had been severely weakened and unresponsive for a time, 
but she survived. Edelgard had remained by Byleth’s side as much as 
she could through her initial recovery in the barracks, and the slow, 
steady trek back to the monastery when she was stable enough to be 
moved. 


It was then, Edelgard realized, that something deeper than some 
mysterious illness had afflicted Byleth. While the wounds of the battle 
had closed and were healing, Byleth’s demeanor had drastically 
changed. She seemed... distracted. Byleth had always been an enigma 
with a shell that was impossible for Edelgard to crack, but after the 
battle in Fhirdiad that shell seemed to have split apart. Her 
characteristically stoic body language had shifted dramatically, her 
face became easier to read, and her eyes, which had regained their 
original rich blue she’d found herself lost in years ago, were fogged 
with so many thoughts and feelings Edelgard hadn’t the slightest clue 
what could possibly be on her mind. 


Then Byleth proposed to her. 


It was a sudden request; one Edelgard thought of as nothing more 
than a distant fantasy in her heart that had become reality. When the 
two held hands that fateful evening, Edelgard saw something in her 
fiancée she hadn’t known existed before. It had even brought out the 
part of her that she believed to be long dead before that moment. She 
had cried that night when she was alone; she hadn’t even known such 


joy was possible. Even now, she couldn’t believe the beautiful ring on 
her finger was hers. 


And yet, something wasn’t right. 


Amidst the ever growing piles upon piles of her duties as Emperor, 
the days seemed to meld together in an amalgamation of parchments 
and council meetings. Small, mundane reports of her fiancée’s 
wellbeing were all but drops in the bucket. 


Byleth hadn’t been there for dinner last night. Or the night before. 
Byleth hadn’t been there for this morning’s briefing. 


“Tl pay her a visit later today,” she recalled saying that to Hubert, 
but when? 


When did she even see Byleth last? 


Realization of her neglect almost made Edelgard drop the owl 
feather quill in her hand. How could she have let this, this of all 
things, slip past her? Even Hubert noticed; he had briefly mentioned 
Byleth’s reluctance to leave her quarters, claiming she was unwell. 
Edelgard had let herself be drowned in the endless waves of 
paperwork, her soon-to-be wife an afterthought for once her duties 
were done; yet with the shadows of threats looming over a still-fragile 
Fédlan, would it ever be done? The bucket was overflowing now; 
spilling, demanding attention. 


She had to fix this at once. 


Edelgard practically threw her quill into the ink pot as she stood 
up. Not bothering to push her chair into her work desk, she glanced 
around the room for something to give Byleth. She locked eyes with a 
spare blanket, with the Empire’s insignia embroidered onto it. She had 
made sure to keep extras around now that the cold season was 
approaching. She gingerly picked it up and hung it over her arm, 
taking care to keep it folded neatly, and started for Byleth’s room. As 
she passed through the halls of the monastery the typical sights 
greeted her; soldiers patrolling, staff cleaning the area, and Caspar 
preparing himself for training. After a cordial greeting towards each 
other, Edelgard made her way out to the courtyard where the 
academy dorms were located. 


Edelgard was certain that seeing the esteemed Emperor wandering 
the monastery with a blanket in her arm, in the pouring rain no less, 
was a strange sight. The passing glance Dorothea gave her as she 
approached Byleth’s door certainly read as such. 


“Byleth? Are you awake?” Edelgard firmly knocked on Byleth’s 
quarters door, sheltering herself and the blanket the best she could 
from the rain. She paused, listening carefully but hearing no response. 
Hesitating briefly, Edelgard tested the door. Locked, just as Hubert 
had reported to her. “I know you’re in there. I just wanted to check on 
you. Are you alright?” 


There was no answer, and Edelgard’s heart sank. Byleth had never 
not answered the door before. Something wasn’t right. With concern 
for her fiancée steadily rising, she fumbled with the keys in her hand 
and unlocked Byleth’s door. Byleth had entrusted her with a copy of 
her quarter’s key, though her former professor had always left the 
door unlocked before, wanting to remain available for her students 
whenever they needed her... For her to lock herself away, to lock 
others out, was concerning. 


“'m coming in.” Edelgard hesitated but slowly opened the door, 
letting herself in before quietly shutting it behind her. 


Immediately something was off in the room. It was a mess; that 
alone was worrying enough. Scrolls, weapons and armor were strewn 
about the floor. Edelgard noticed that even Byleth’s fishing pole was 
knocked over from its usual place in the corner of the room. Byleth 
had always been a dutifully organized person, and seeing the room in 
such a state was alarming at best. She found Byleth slumped at her 
desk, surrounded by haphazardly stacked books and face-down in the 
crook of her arm. 


“Byleth?” Edelgard approached her, growing even more worried 
that Byleth wasn’t answering her. A sigh of relief escaped her at the 
sight of Byleth’s sides rising and falling; she was still breathing, still 
alive. She gently grasped Byleth’s shoulder and shook it a bit. “Byleth, 
wake up.” 


Byleth immediately tensed and her eyes opened the moment 
Edelgard spoke so close to her, quickly sitting up. She looked around 
wildly for a few seconds before making eye contact with Edelgard, 
which made her gaze quickly soften and her posture relax. 


“.,.El?” Byleth’s voice was hoarse, quieter than usual. Her face was 
pale, dark circles under her eyes and her hair a disheveled mess. She 
sighed softly and rested her head in her hand, brushing the tangles of 
hair away from her face. 


“Hubert told me that you weren’t feeling well and that I should 
check up on you. I’m glad I did. I...” Edelgard glanced awkwardly 
around the room, taking note of the chaotic state of her partner’s desk. 


“Tm sorry I haven’t been able to see you. I’ve been very busy with 
everything that has happened recently, and...” She trailed off, 
dismayed that she had left her partner in such a state and unable to 
find an excuse. Edelgard saw her fiancée shiver ever so slightly, 
making her perk up. “Well. Since Hubert was correct in his 
observation, I brought a blanket to help keep you warm. It can get 
rather cold in the monastery when it’s raining.” She grabbed said 
blanket from off her shoulder, unfolding it and gently draping it over 
Byleth. 


Byleth blinked, confused for a moment, but then Edelgard saw the 
faintest of smiles crease her lips. She grabbed the corners of the 
blanket and wrapped it more securely around herself, sighing in 
contentment. 


“Thank you,” came a gentle whisper from her. 


“T’m sorry again about not seeing you.” Edelgard put two fingers to 
her temple to massage it as it throbbed from the stress. “Had I known 
you weren’t feeling well I would have come sooner. You’ve done the 
same for me, after all.” 


“It’s alright.” Byleth’s answer was blunt, cool and collected as 
usual. “I’ve been busy myself.” 


“I can see that. Are those... books on the Church of Seiros?” 


Byleth tensed ever so slightly, nodding her head. “Yes. I’ve had 
some questions about it since the battle in Fhirdiad, so I found what I 
could in the library.” 


“T see. And these charts... are you studying how the human heart 
works? I didn’t realize such things interested you.” Edelgard let out a 
small, awkward chuckle. The air between them slowly grew stifling as 
the silence deepened after her forced laughter faded away. 


Byleth didn’t respond, her gaze shifting downwards before she 
turned to her desk to shakily stack up the papers. The tension between 
them was suffocating. Byleth was not acting like herself. She was well 
known for her stoicism and her inability to be read; to see her 
behaving the opposite was nothing short of alarming. Something was 
very wrong with her fiancée. 


“Byleth, you weren’t there for this morning’s briefing. Your room is 
a mess. Your door was locked. I understand you may be ill, but... Are 
you feeling well?” 


Edelgard’s partner tensed up again, briefly faltering with a stack of 
papers in her hands. She blinked before glancing up and giving 


Edelgard the faintest of half-smiles. 


“Tm alright.” The lies in her eyes were clear as day and sharp as a 
dagger. 


“Byleth,” Edelgard knitted her brows, cautiously reaching and 
placing a firm hand on her partner’s shoulder. She took note of 
Byleth’s slight jump at the contact. ‘I haven’t been able to see you, but 
I’ve received numerous worrying reports about you specifically. 
Caspar told me you haven’t shown up for any kind of training. 
Linhardt reported you spending absurd hours in the library. Dorothea 
is concerned you haven’t been showing up for meals several days in a 
row now.’ Edelgard saw Byleth’s posture slumping at the mention of 
their friends noticing her behavior. “This isn’t like you at all. None of 
this is like you. Everyone is worried. Have you seen Manuela or any of 
the medics about this?” 


“Tm alright,” Byleth repeated, refusing to make eye contact. 


“Why must you insist that there is nothing wrong? I know a lie 
when I hear one, and you are lying to me right now.” Edelgard 
snapped with a hint of exasperation, her grip on Byleth’s shoulder 
tightening. She forced Byleth to turn around to face her. “Please tell 
me what’s going on, Byleth.” 


“El, I said I’m okay—” 
“Now.” 


“T... don’t know.” Byleth finally slumped her shoulders in defeat. 
“Something is wrong. I don’t know how to explain, but...” She gave 
Edelgard another small, reassuring smile. “You don’t need to worry.” 


“T don’t need to worry?” Edelgard echoed those empty words, 
tensing her grip on Byleth’s shoulder even more. ‘I think I should 
worry when my fiancée looks like this.’ She used her free hand to 
brush her fingers through Byleth’s unkempt hair. “As long as I’ve 
known you, you’ve never looked anything but perfect and I want to 
know who or what is making you behave this way!” 


“It’s nothing major,” Byleth murmured, staying still as Edelgard 
helped fix her hair. “Nothing I can’t handle.” 


“How bold of you to assume I would accept that answer.” Edelgard 
felt her frustration bubbling up even more. Did Byleth not trust her? 
“!'m not blind. You’ve changed. Your hair, your eyes... something 
happened when we killed The Immaculate One.” 


“It’s... something temporary, if anything. I'll adjust, and everything 


will go back to normal.” 
“Tt’s been weeks and you’ve acted anything but normal.” 


“I...” Byleth faltered a bit, but her exhausted gaze hardened. “I can 
handle it.” 


“You’re doing a very poor job at ‘handling it’ so far.” 


“Tt’s nothing, just...” Byleth took in an uneasy breath. “Trust me E], 
if I... if anyone could even tell me what was wrong I would have said 
something.” 


“Then let me help you,” Edelgard’s grip softened alongside her gaze. 
“If not even the Empire’s best healing staff can help you figure out 
what’s wrong, then I will.” 


Byleth, unable to come up with a response, simply dipped her head 
in defeat and nodded. 


“Alright,” Edelgard released Byleth, gently adjusting the blanket so 
it was neatly wrapped around her fiancée’s shoulders. “I want you to 
be honest with me. Have you been sleeping? Or eating?” 


“’..Not a lot.” Byleth’s voice was low and flat, her posture slumped. 
“I try to sleep, but I can’t. Not without these dreams that wake me 
up... confused, and afraid?” 


Edelgard tilted her head at that. “Are you... having nightmares?” 
Now that was certainly unusual. Byleth had never once spoken about 
bad dreams of her own until now. 


“Ts that what those are?” Byleth lifted her head to stare at her, eyes 
wide. ‘I never had anything like it happen until recently. There’s... a 
lot going on that’s never happened to me before.’ She lowered her 
head and rested it in her open palms, her fingers entangling in her 
hair. “I’ve had these... feelings. They’re so intense I haven’t been able 
to eat, let alone think. I...” She trailed off, tightening her grip on her 
hair. 


“Are you in pain? Where does it hurt?” Edelgard was alarmed at 
Byleth’s body language and tone her voice had suddenly taken, 
looking her up and down. There were no obvious injuries that she 
could see. 


Byleth seemed unsure about what to say at first. She hesitated 
before lifting her head from her hands and looking back up at 
Edelgard. 


“Tm not hurt, but I’m... feeling.” 


“Feeling... what?” 


“T don’t know.” Byleth sounded exasperated, shifting to flip through 
the charts and diagrams of hearts she had gathered. “I think Rhea did 
something to me. Ever since she was killed I’ve had a heartbeat and 
these feelings and I think I’m going crazy—” 


“Hold on,” Edelgard interrupted, confusion twisting her expression. 
“Heartbeat? What did she do to you?” 


“T don’t know, I just...” Byleth let out a sharp exhale, brows 
furrowing in frustration before she abruptly stood. She reached out to 
firmly grasp one of Edelgard’s hands, gently coaxing it forward until it 
pressed against her chest. The two remained in this position in silence, 
waiting for that moment of understanding to occur, but it didn’t come. 
Edelgard could feel Byleth’s heartbeat; strong, steady, if not a bit 
quick. Shifting her gaze upwards, she studied Byleth’s vehement 
expression with intrigue. 


“Your... heart?” 
“Tt’s beating.” 


Edelgard blinked, not following what her partner was getting at. 
... Yes, as it should.” 


Byleth’s grip on Edelgard’s hand tightened with an inconspicuous 
tremor. She pursed her lips, eyes shifting back and forth as she seemed 
to study the ground at their feet. Her voice was quiet and defeated 
when she finally spoke. 


“No it shouldn’t.” 


Edelgard faltered, giving Byleth a bewildered stare. She followed 
her partner’s lead, also tightening her grip on the other’s hand. “What 
do you mean...? Everyone has a heartbeat.” The Emperor found 
herself growing more and more concerned for Byleth, her partner’s 
face contorting and her eyes glistening with the faintest sheen of tears. 


“You don’t understand,” Byleth whispered, the frustration written 
on her face making its way into her voice. She kept her gaze 
downcast, unable to look her in the eyes. “The Crest of Flames is gone. 
I never had this heartbeat until Rhea...” 


“No heartbeat? What does your crest or The Immaculate One have 
to do with...” 


“T don’t know, but please...” 


Edelgard saw a glimmer of something she had never seen in her 


former professor’s gaze before: fear. She stayed quiet as Byleth lifted 
her head, a deep longing in her eyes as she tensely grasped both of her 
hands. Byleth’s hands were cold, begging for warmth as the trembling 
increased ever so slightly. 


“Please help me understand. I can’t do this alone anymore.” 
Hesitantly, Edelgard nodded. 


Byleth loosened her grip on Edelgard’s hands and straightened her 
slumped posture, taking in a steady breath before turning to rummage 
through her desk. The desk and its drawers were cluttered with years 
worth of books and paper; from old graded exams from their past days 
as professor, to drafts of much more recent battle plans, yet what she 
sought didn’t appear to be any of these. 


Eventually Byleth dug up and gently coaxed a ragged old journal 
from the mess, holding it as though it would crumble to dust at the 
slightest disturbance. Edelgard thought she recognized that journal 
from somewhere, and that was confirmed as Byleth opened it. 


“My father’s journal,” Byleth murmured, delicately flipping through 
the pages. She stopped at a particular one, coaxing Edelgard to read 
its contents. “I’ve been reading it over and over. I think he might have 
known what happened to me. I just need you to read it, too. Maybe 
you know something I don’t that can help me... understand.” 


Edelgard took the open journal, taking note of the intricate 
handwriting within. She didn’t know what Byleth’s late father had to 
do with this, but she was willing to try and reach an understanding. 
With a short but reassuring glance towards her fiancée, she began to 
read its contents. 


Day 20 of the Horsebow Moon. All is cloudy. I can’t believe she’s dead. 
Lady Rhea said she died during childbirth. But is that the truth? 


And still, the child she traded her life for doesn’t make a sound. Didn’t 
even cry at birth. 


Edelgard found herself rereading this passage, mulling over the 
words carefully. A baby that doesn’t cry? The Immaculate One was 
present for Byleth’s birth... but why? Brows furrowing, Edelgard flipped 
the page to read the next passage. 


Day 25 of the Horsebow Moon. It’s raining. The baby doesn’t laugh or 
cry. Not ever. Lady Rhea says not to worry, but a baby that doesn’t cry... 
isn’t natural. 


I had a doctor examine the child in secret. He said the pulse is normal, 


but there’s no heartbeat. No heartbeat! 


Day 2 of the Wyvern Moon. Sunny. I feel I must take the child and 
leave. But the church is always watching us... I don’t know what Lady 
Rhea has planned. I used to think the world of Lady Rhea. Now I’m 
terrified of her. 


Day 8 of the Wyvern Moon. More rain. I used the fire that broke out 
last night to fake the child’s death. Lady Rhea is in a state over the news. 
But I can’t change what I’ve done. I’ve got to take the child and leave. 


Edelgard looked up from the journal, eyebrows raised. “So you 
were telling the truth. Rhea — The Immaculate One...” She glanced 
down at the journal, carefully flipping through its pages to confirm 
her thoughts. “From the looks of it, the archbishop was involved with 
what happened to your heart... somehow. I was under the assumption 
that you shared a direct blood connection to the Goddess alongside 
The Immaculate One, but...” She looked back up at Byleth, who 
appeared to be just as scattered as she was before. “If Rhea was there 
to interfere with your birth in some way... perhaps experimentation...” 
She swallowed thickly after making that suggestion. “That explains 
the connection, and what happened after we killed her, would it not?” 


Byleth silently nodded, taking back the journal. It appeared that 
what Edelgard had said aligned with her own assessment on the 
matter. She gave the Emperor a look; overflowing with so many 
emotions it was hard to know what exactly was going through her 
mind. Edelgard saw something in her fiancée’s eyes in that brief 
moment; was it anger? Fear? Whatever it was, it quickly faded as their 
eye contact broke. 


“You say you've lost the Crest of Flames,” Edelgard added. “Is that 
why your hair and your eyes...” 


Byleth didn’t confirm or deny Edelgard’s musings. Instead she 
wordlessly stared at the journal on her lap for a long period of time, 
expression unreadable as she reached a hand up to examine her hair. 
Her eyes had taken on a sudden, alarming fog that prompted Edelgard 
to reach out. 


“...Byleth?” She asked softly. “Are you alright?” 


“Am I...” Byleth’s voice was barely audible, expression still blank. 
Her gaze slightly shifted back and forth for a moment before she 
looked up from the journal, staring cooly at the wall. “Am I still... 
me?” 


”? 


“Of course you are.” Edelgard was surprised at that question. 


“You’re the same Byleth I’ve always known.” 


Byleth didn’t appear to acknowledge Edelgard’s words as the fog 
thickened. “But I can’t be me. I am... I was... different. It’s not 
supposed to be like this. I’m not supposed to be like this... I’m not—” 


Edelgard needed to stop that course of thought immediately. She 
gently reached and took one of Byleth’s clenched hands, which made 
her falter. Byleth snapped out of her daze and looked over at 
Edelgard, the fog briefly dissipating. 


“El...?” Her voice was small and brittle. 


“You’re still you,” Edelgard murmured. “Nothing will ever change 
that.” 


“But what if I’m not?” Byleth shifted her gaze downwards, eyes 
scrunched shut for a moment before loosening. Her fingers gradually 
found themselves intertwining with Edelgard’s. “I’ve lost the Crest of 
Flames. I can’t use the Sword of the Creator anymore. Look at me, I- 
I...” Her voice finally cracked, making her subtly flinch. It was clear 
that these despairing, spiraling thoughts were something she had no 
experience with and they were eating her alive. “How am I supposed 
to be of any use when who I am is gone...?” 


“Because you are neither the Crest of Flames nor the Sword of the 
Creator.” Edelgard slowly took their connected hands and gave 
Byleth’s a gentle squeeze. “You are Byleth Eisner... and no one can 
ever take that away from you.” 


Byleth didn’t respond, staring at their hands with a distracted glaze 
in her eyes. The quiet didn’t last before she let out a sharp exhale, 
releasing Edelgard’s hand and grasping at her chest where her heart 
would be. Her posture slowly crumpled in presumed pain while she 
scrunched eyes shut and knitted her brows. Her breaths were 
gradually becoming heavier and more ragged as her body swayed ever 
so slightly. Seeing her beginning to lose her balance, Edelgard urged 
her towards the wall for support and slowly brought her and herself 
down to the floor to remain eye level. 


Breath uneven, Byleth huddled against the wall, holding her 
father’s journal with both arms against her chest in an embrace akin 
to a child clutching their most treasured belongings. Her face was 
deathly pale and her eyes were darkened with a deep, primal fear that 
even Edelgard could feel deep down inside. She looked so small and 
frail compared to the brilliant professor and cunning general Edelgard 
knew. Seeing Byleth so vulnerable, helpless, and afraid reminded 
Edelgard all too much of a time in her own life she wanted to erase. 


Byleth had never shown a deep rooted terror quite like this even in 
their most intense battles. This was all so very unlike her, the Emperor 
knew for certain her fiancée was speaking the truth... about all of it. 


“You weren’t making another strange joke.” Edelgard finally spoke 
up after a few long moments of stillness between them. “You mean to 
say you went your entire life like that... Not feeling emotions as you 
should.” It was a question, yet her voice remained steady and flat. She 
already knew the answer. 


Byleth remained silent; though her wracked expression clenched 
ever so slightly, affirming that Edelgard’s words rang true. 


“And perhaps the crest was to blame... for it and your lack of a 
heartbeat.” Edelgard’s voice lowered. “That explains a lot of things 
about you I didn’t understand before, but I... I did not realize such a 
thing was possible. I don’t blame your father for leaving the 
monastery with you. What Rhea did was despicable.” 


Byleth’s grip tightened over her father’s journal and she took in a 
trembling breath, as though the thought physically harmed her. The 
rain pattering against the nearby windows intensified, a harsh gale 
making the framework groan in protest. Byleth looked as though she 
were falling apart right then and there before her eyes. Edelgard knew 
she would be there to pick up the pieces, worrying not whether her 
hands got cut in the process. 


“Byleth...” Edelgard hesitantly picked up the first piece, mulling 
over her words carefully. “Do you remember... when you were 
grieving for Jeralt, and I said I had no intention of standing still with 
you?” 


Byleth tensed, but nodded. There was a distant rumble of thunder. 


“Well, perhaps I can make an exception.” Edelgard pursed her lips, 
the first cut of what she was sure would be many stinging under her 
skin. “Admittedly such a thing was rather... arrogant of me to say back 
then. I had been so set on my own destiny, my own ideals, and so 
certain I was to walk this path alone. I realize things aren’t quite so 
simple anymore. I made a promise to you; to always be by your side, 
come what may... 


“Tt’s okay to feel, and to hurt, and just like before...” Deep down 
Edelgard knew she had to heed by these words herself. The cuts 
burned; though the more pieces she picked up, the easier they became 
to bear. She scooted closer and held out her hands, offering them for 
Byleth to take. “I will reach out my hands to you; not to help you 
move forward just yet, but... right here, right now, you can feel and 


hurt and I promise to stand still with you for as long as you need me 
to.” 


Byleth slowly released her father’s journal and let it slide off her lap 
onto the floor. She hesitated, sucking in a shaky breath before taking 
Edelgard’s hands. Her own hands were cold and tense, prompting 
Edelgard to circle her thumbs over them in an attempt to warm them 
up and help her relax. 


“Your hands are so warm,” Byleth whispered in a daze. Her gaze 
shifted upwards to meet Edelgard’s, her eyes dim. “Have they always 
been...?” 


Though Byleth’s expression was unreadable at first, Edelgard 
noticed her eyes slowly filling with tears. Eventually the first of them 
fell, dripping onto their hands. Byleth’s grip gradually tightened, her 
expression contorting as she took in slow, shaking breaths. It was akin 
to a once mighty castle crumbling; but Edelgard remained still. After 
all, a castle could be rebuilt; stronger, taller, and one day... 
indestructible. 


“Hurts,” Byleth choked out. More tears fell. The walls were 
cracking. 


“T know.” Edelgard continued to gently massage Byleth’s trembling 
hands. 


Byleth sucked in a shuddering breath through gritted teeth. The 
foundation was uprooted. “Too much, I-I...” 


“Tm right here, my light. You will overcome this, I’ll make sure of 
it. You don’t have to carry this alone anymore.” 


And finally, the walls of the old castle caved in. 


Byleth let out a nearly inaudible sob, letting herself fall forward 
and resting her forehead on Edelgard’s shoulder. Edelgard tensed up 
at the contact at first, but as Byleth’s trembling worsened the Emperor 
leaned in and held her in a warm embrace. Byleth’s cries against her 
ear were hoarse and voiceless, but she could almost feel the pain and 
the distress resonating from every shaking breath her partner took. 
She felt her own heart twisting at the sounds, but she held strong and 
allowed the rising tide to fall back once again. It was then she realized 
what her fiancée felt truly was real, and it cut deep into her core. 


Byleth had since nestled her face in the crook of Edelgard’s neck, 
her tears dampening the skin as she returned the embrace. Byleth had 
a vice grip on her sleeves; though at that moment the Emperor cared 
not for potentially torn seams in her dress as they could be fixed, but 


rather her concern pointed toward the torn seams within Byleth 
herself. They could be sewn back together, but Edelgard wasn’t sure 
whether she knew how. 


“J-I can’t... I don’t kn-know what to... I-I...” Byleth’s voice was 
hoarse against her neck, her sentences incoherent just as Edelgard 
imagined her thoughts and feelings to likewise be. 


“It’s alright,” Edelgard whispered tenderly into Byleth’s ear, 
remaining still and focused as her fiancée became more and more 
unraveled within her arms. Byleth’s grip loosened on Edelgard’s 
sleeves and she leaned further forward, wrapping her arms around 
Edelgard in a desperate embrace so tight it almost hurt, but the 
Emperor did not protest. After more muffled cries and shuddering 
breaths, a single coherent word came out of Byleth’s lips. 


“Scared.” 


“T know.” Edelgard mirrored Byleth’s lead and tightened her 
embrace as well, one hand gently clasped over the small of her back 
while the other tenderly combed through her blue hair. She couldn’t 
even begin to understand how Byleth felt; having had proper emotion 
forced away by a crest at birth, never knowing or understanding how 
life truly felt with humanity; to have something so integral to human 
existence stolen from her only to have it suddenly and forcefully 
returned in the aftermath of such a brutal war... The very idea of such 
a thing was bone-chilling at best. Edelgard knew all too well about the 
struggles of grasping and handling emotion; her early years were a 
testament to that, after all. But to this extent? It was no wonder Byleth 
finally met her match; she had done and faced so much tribulation, 
always coming out on top alongside her... but how does one face their 
own humanity in such a manner as this? 


The two lingered in this position for a long time. Edelgard held true 
to her promise; she remained still and held Byleth tight without falter. 
Despite this, however, Edelgard felt something deep within; the 
protective shell of ice around her own heart was growing weaker from 
the cracks it bore. They had formed long before this moment; but as 
she listened to Byleth’s sobs, Edelgard felt a warmth snake in through 
those cracks in her heart. It almost burned, and yet she welcomed the 
feeling in. She had to, for Byleth’s sake. At first she couldn’t even 
begin to imagine what Byleth was going through, but she realized just 
how similar the two of them were deep down; lost, cold and afraid. 
And yet they had found one another and could warm the other up 
with the humanity they now shared. 


While Byleth’s weeping had eventually faded to tremulous breaths, 


Edelgad continued to tenderly comb her fingers through her partner’s 
hair, leaning her head to rest against hers. Byleth took in her first 
steady breath in what seemed like forever at the gesture, her 
desperate grip slightly loosening. 


“Are you going to be alright?” Edelgard asked softly into Byleth’s 
ear. 


Byleth hesitated, swallowing back a stray whimper, but silently 
nodded her head. She did not move from Edelgard’s comforting hold 
aside from the small remnant sobs occasionally wracking her frame. 


“You can be honest... It’s okay if you aren’t alright for a while. 
Your light will not be any dimmer.” 


Byleth nodded again as her breathing gradually stabilized. 
Eventually, she slowly lifted her head. Her face was reddened from 
the crying, her eyes downcast and still slightly glazed from remnant 
tears. Edelgard gently clasped Byleth’s cheek with her left hand and 
wiped the tears away with her thumb. Byleth subconsciously leaned 
into the loving touch with a shaking breath, a few more stray tears 
falling. 


“T’m sorry,” Byleth’s voice was low and unsteady, “for making you 
see me like this.” 


“You have nothing to apologize for.” 


Byleth remained still and quiet as Edelgard gently tucked some of 
her tousled hair behind her ear, seeming to take great comfort in the 
small gestures. Slowly the two of them drifted closer until their 
foreheads gently pressed together, and they simply took in each 
other’s silent company. 


Edelgard remained still, a small frown on her face. She hadn’t the 
slightest clue about any of this happening with Byleth. She had always 
seen her former professor as someone who was detached, much like 
she was. However she had been under the assumption that it was due 
to her harsh upbringing as a mercenary, not... this. The thought that 
her partner had gone through something even remotely similar to 
herself made her blood boil. So not even newborn infants were spared 
from the vile crest experiments, she thought bitterly, feeling her brows 
furrow. She let her grip on Byleth tighten protectively. We both shared 
the Crest of Flames, and we both had it forced upon us. 


With this newfound revelation, Edelgard felt a sense of pride swell 
within her, cooling the initial rage that was burning before. They had 
defeated The Immaculate One, and inadvertently taken revenge for 


Byleth’s disgraceful mistreatment. Byleth had her heart back; and 
while Edelgard imagined adjusting to it would be difficult, she knew 
her partner would rise above this moment of vulnerability, even 
stronger than she was before. And she would be there for her every 
step of the way to get there. 


“Byleth... I want you to look at me.” Edelgard slowly lifted her 
head. She moved her hand from her partner’s cheek to her chin, 
gently prompting her to look up as well. ‘There is so much more to 
who you are than you realize.’ She took in a slow breath, the words 
she’s wanted to say for so long leaking out. “Do you know why I call 
you my light...?” 


Byleth silently shook her head, though her eyes lit up in intrigue. 


“You are the light that gave me a reason to keep going when things 
seemed hopeless. You saved me from becoming a frozen husk of a 
ruler for Fédlan.” Edelgard smiled softly, warmly at her fiancée. “I fell 
in love with you, my light. Whatever we may have gained or lost... I 
wouldn’t change a thing. You are strong; the strongest person I know. 
Do not let this moment cast a shadow of doubt in your heart. I...” 
Edelgard felt her heart swell as the phrase she once thought would 
remain locked away until the day she died finally escaped its frozen 
prison. “I love you, Byleth.” 


Byleth’s eyes slowly opened from their half-lidded daze, and behind 
the dark exhaustion fogging the cornflower pools a spark of light 
ignited. A smile; a small, but genuine smile crept up on her face with 
all the radiance of a dawning sun. Her voice was gentle as peach 
blossom petals in the Lone Moon winds when she responded. 


“T love you too, El.” 


Those words. Those words Edelgard hadn’t even known she wanted 
to hear sung like a thousand hymns. She had felt this way for a very 
long time; she had at first denied it, hid it from view like many other 
emotions she had buried deep within the cold, hard soil years ago. 
Even when Byleth gave her that ring she fought against what she felt. 
Yet now it felt as though a pair of hands, warmed by a comforting ray 
of sunshine, were now breaking through that soil and grappling with 
the icy tendrils locked tight around her heart. They tugged at the gelid 
knots, slowly but surely untangling them. The ice gradually melted to 
nothing under the warmth, leaving her now freed heart to set ablaze 
at its touch. The sensation took Edelgard’s breath away. 


That frigid shell had enveloped her core as long as she could 
remember; none had ever broken past it, yet Byleth had done just 


that. And maybe, just maybe... Edelgard had done the same for her. 
At last they were free from the shackles that bound them and they 
could dance in the rain together. The rain was so cold at first, but 
Byleth’s warmth made it bearable and more; perhaps even comforting. 


Her fiancée’s breath was gentle against her lips, tickling them like a 
bundle of dandelion seeds. Simple words failed her, and so Edelgard 
chose to take action in their stead. With the gentlest of pulls on 
Byleth’s chin, Edelgard leaned in and closed the gap between them. 


In that small, special moment in time, there was nothing. No 
Fédlan to rule, no lingering threats from those who slither in the dark, 
no parchments to sign, no council meetings to attend... There was 
absolutely nothing but them and it was beautiful. 


Byleth’s lips were just as soft as Edelgard imagined they would be. 
Did Byleth imagine the same of hers? The stiffness in her fiancée’s 
posture rapidly melting away and the slow, heavy breath she took 
through her nose as she deepened the kiss was answer enough. 
Edelgard hummed low in her throat as Byleth pressed closer to her, 
snaking her hands around to hold her partner’s sides. The sensations 
made her newly freed heart soar in elated bliss. Byleth could feel and 
so could she; and while the feelings were wild and unknown, they 
would be able to face that uncertainty together. Edelgard wouldn’t 
trade that for anything in the world. 


Eventually Byleth broke the kiss, breathing heavily as she moved 
her lips to Edelgard’s neck. She peppered the sensitive skin there with 
ticklish butterfly kisses, and Edelgard breathlessly tilted her head back 
to give those wandering lips free reign. The Emperor leaned into the 
wall she was pressed against, closing her eyes and taking in every 
little bloom of warmth. After a few more fleeting moments, Byleth 
stopped. Her breath was hot and uneven against Edelgard’s neck as 
she slumped over her. While the two caught their breath, she felt 
Byleth quiver. Their bodies were so close together; she could feel 
Byleth’s heart was racing, a sensation she could only imagine was 
uncomfortable given the circumstances. Despite that, a strange, 
voiceless noise came out of her fiancée followed by warm droplets 
dribbling down her neck; Byleth was crying again, which worried 
Edelgard immensely. 


“Are you alright?” She asked, initially concerned as Byleth lifted 
her head to look at her. 


There were indeed more tears. Despite that, however, she was 
smiling, a smile born from genuine joy that brightened even her eyes. 
And she was laughing; faintly at first, but grew in volume ever so 


slightly as her endearing grin widened. Edelgard found her heart 
melting even more at the delightful sight and sounds, a tender smile 
forming on her own face. Byleth’s laughter eventually died down and 
she took in a slow, steady breath before wiping her eyes and 
responding. 


“No, but... I will be.” There was truth in those words this time. 
“Because of you.” 


Edelgard felt her heart swell with euphoria, and she let out a small 
chuckle of her own. “I’m glad...” 


Byleth, having finally relaxed, leaned against Edelgard for support. 
She wrapped the crimson blanket previously draped over her 
shoulders over the both of them, her eyes drifting shut once they were 
both securely under the soft fabric. Despite Byleth’s now elated mood, 
Edelgard knew the lack of proper rest was catching up to her fiancée 
fast; it was a feeling she knew all too well. 


“T... P’ve never felt this before,” Byleth’s voice was quiet. “Well, 
maybe I did, but not like this. Am I... making sense?” 


“T think I understand,” Edelgard said, eyes closing as she drank in 
the bliss of this moment while it lasted. “I don’t think either of us 
quite grasp what we’re feeling, but... we will face it together, right?” 


Byleth hummed in response, seeming pleased with that answer. Her 
breathing gradually slowed, further signifying her exhaustion. 


“You should try and get some rest,” Edelgard murmured. She said 
these words, but a selfish part of her hoped Byleth would stay here on 
the floor with her. She did not want this moment to end. 


Byleth nodded silently, eyes remaining closed. With a deep 
contented sigh, she lifted her head up and took Edelgard’s hands. 
Edelgard realized Byleth’s hands were warm against hers, now. 


“Will you stay with me?” She asked, her voice low. She made a 
quick glance at her feet before looking back up. “Just until I fall 
asleep. You being here makes having my heart... easier.” 


“Does it, now?” Edelgard felt her stomach flutter with butterflies 
for a brief moment. These feelings of warmth in her own heart were 
taking much to get used to. She gave Byleth a tender smile. “You... 
you do the same for me. I’m sure Hubert won’t miss me for a little 
while yet.” 


Byleth, appreciating that answer, smiled once more. Though her 
face was still pale, there was warm color coming back to her 


complexion as her eyes lit up. With the two leaning against the wall 
they were seated at, Byleth nestled herself along Edelgard’s side with a 
wistful sigh. 


“You have a bed,” Edelgard murmured after some time. 
“Not enough room for both of us.” 


There were the blunt, flat jokes that endeared her so much. 
Edelgard’s cheeks were set ablaze at those words. “I didn’t mean it like 
that.” 


“Mmhm...” Byleth let out a soft, teasing chuckle, absentmindedly 
twirling a lock of Edelgard’s snow white hair between her fingers. 
‘Besides... I’ve slept in worse places,’ her voice was now back to its 
usual calm and collected tone, though there was a distinct warmth 
within that wasn’t present before. “But I can’t say I’ve slept in better.” 


It was still raining outside; though the clouds had thinned out 
considerably, it was nonetheless brighter in the room. Perhaps the 
storms and its rains were not gone yet, but one day they would be. 
And when they were, Edelgard looked forward to walking with Byleth 
in the sunshine that followed. 


